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One 


Author's Notes: 
Saw an interview with Slash where he mentioned something about this and | thought it was cute. 


"Saul, | need to speak to you," my mother said, her long hair in thick relaxed curls. She did something to her 
hair to get it like that, put some kind of conditioner on it, or maybe the hair salon did it for her. | didn't know. 
My mother spent a lot of time on her hair. She was skinny and black, blacker than me because my father was 


white. 

"Okay," | said. She was the only one who still called me Saul. Even my grandmother called me Slash. 

"Your friend, Axl, he's sleeping on the couch where Grammy likes to sit," 

| looked at her, | had just come down the stairs into the kitchen, but I'd been up for hours, practicing on my 


guitar, trying to make calls to set up studio time and gigs, writing songs, mostly coming up with chords and 
licks, but dashing down a few words on my lined notebook paper. 


It was past two in the afternoon and he was still sleeping. | ran a hand through my hair and wondered why | 


was surprised. He could sleep real late, he could sometimes sleep for days. 


"You need to speak to him about it," she said, skinny arms crossed in front of her. | flipped my hair out of my 
face and nodded, feeling the twinge of anxiety. Speaking to Axl was easier said than done. 


| went into the living room, my grandmother perched uncomfortably on the hard backed chair in the corner of 
the room. She liked to sit on the couch that faced the TV. and that had the little end table where she could 
put her cup of tea Right now Axl lay under an afghan in her spot, his body an unmoving lump topped with a 
messy head of red hair. 


| glanced at my grandmother, she clearly wanted me to shake him awake and yell at him for how inconsiderate 
he was, and free up her spot. | looked back at Axl, who shifted his weight, but | could tell by his breathing 
that he was still asleep. | felt the tiny tremors of fear. She didn't know Axl, none of them did. He'd flip out. He 
hated to be woken up. | wanted to hide that aspect of him from them if | could, after all, he was staying here. 
| wasn't sure how pleased they were about this skinny redheaded misfit from the mid-west staying with us. 
They'd be even less pleased if they saw that explosive, angry side of him. Up until now they had only seen the 
eager to please, sweet, little boy side. 


"Slash," Grammy said, her voice wavery and weak, and | hung my head. Axl's wrath was no contest for my 


grandmother's wishes. 
"Okay," | said, and walked over to him, hearing his deep and even breathing, seeing the way the afghan clung to 
his skinny frame. | shook him gently, too gently to wake him, and he merely rocked with the motion My 


grandmother looked at me, her small eyes boring into me. Okay. 


| shook him harder and now got what | had kind of expected, which was his violent pulling away, as though | 
wasn't trying to just shake him awake but was getting ready to beat him. 


"Huh? What?" he said, his voice sharp, but there was no recognition in his eyes, not of me or his surroundings. 


He sat up and pulled away and into himself, his breathing sped up and shallow. 
"Axl, hey, its me," | said, trying to re-orient him. He blinked a few times and then his eyes cleared. 
"Slash," he said, looking relieved, but then he realized he'd been woken up, and anger crept in. Fuck, fuck, fuck 


| couldn't indicate to him that my relatives wanted him up and off that couch, I'd have to take the blame for 


waking him. 


‘| wanted your opinion on something, stuff I've been working on upstairs," | said, trying to appeal to him. He 
always liked to give his opinion. He shook his head, the afghan still around his slender shoulders, and he 


swallowed hard. 


"Why did you have to wake me up?" he said, his voice deep, anger around the edges. 
| couldn't wait," | said, lying. | could have waited all day and night, | didn't like waking him. I'd done it before. 


| noticed his pale skin, the slight dark circles under his eyes, the light freckles on his cheeks and the bridge of 
his nose. | noticed the dark red of his hair and how beautiful he was despite just waking up, a half inch of red 
beard stubble clinging to his cheeks. 


"C'mon," | said, my voice soft and cajoling, and hinting at other things. | went upstairs and he followed me, 


pausing to fold the afghan and put it on the back of the couch. 


In my room, empty except for a bed and my guitar and the loose notebook papers with my various 


scratchings littering the dresser top, | backed him up against the wall. 


Two 


He let his breath out slow and looked up at me, | was taller. He was waking up now, but | thought he was still 
angry that | had wrenched him from sleep. | had to. 


"Axl," | said, my voice low and husky, and | held his wrists and kissed him. Before | closed my eyes | saw how 
his reddish gold eyelashes rested against his cheeks, | could see the severe angle of his cheekbones. | felt the 
roughness of his beard stubble, something | could never get used to with guys, although there was only one 
guy | would ever kiss or want to..him. 


| let go of his wrists but he still stayed, leaning against the wall as | flicked my tongue against his. | trailed my 
hands down his body, feeling the taut muscles, the bones, he was so skinny, like a girl. Like a I2 year old. | could 
feel the way his hips jut out beneath his pants. 


"Slash," he said between kisses, and | was kissing him harder, | wanted to break through something, own him 
somehow, but | couldn't, | didn't know how. | put my hand behind his neck, feeling the heat that radiated off 


him. 


"C'mon, Slash," he said, pushing me away now, and | didn't want to be pushed away. | came back at him, leaning 
in toward him to kiss him again, and he closed his eyes and slumped against the wall, taking a break in fighting 
me off. | ran my hand through his hair, long red strands that got caught around my fingers. 


"Slash," He said my name more forcefully and shoved me away from him, and | took a few steps back. He was 


glaring at me, but that didn't mean much. He always glared. 


"C'mon, Axl, come over here.." My eyes were half shut and my voice was sleepy, and | tried to get him over 
to my bed, tugging on his arm, but he stayed where he was. 


"What do you want to do? Screw around while your mother and grandmother are downstairs?" he said, but by 
this time | had pulled him over to the bed and lightly shoved him toward it, getting him off balance enough so 
that he had to sit on it. 


"They won't come up here," | said, pushing him so he was lying down, and | didn't know if that was exactly true. 


"How do you know that? They could..come up here..” he was talking around my frantic kisses, | couldn't keep 
my hands off him, | couldn't resist him. 


It doesn't matter,” | said, brushing his hair out of his eyes, touching the delicate hollow spot at the base of 
his throat. | was thinking of how his parents were some kind of repressed Christians who would have twenty 
heart attacks if they knew he did anything like this, but that my mother was a product of the sexual 
revolution of the 60's where anything was acceptable. Maybe that was why | had an easier time with this than 
he did. 


He moved and swatted at my hands so | wouldn't touch him anymore, and | saw that puritanical thing in his 
eyes. | could see him fighting with himself about what kind of sexual behavior was acceptable, and this wasn't 


it. 


"Axl, you left Indiana and all that.." | said, moving closer to him but not touching him. | couldn't believe that off 
gray/green color of his eyes. 


Now the sharpness and anger was back in his eyes, and he narrowed them at me and sat up. 
"What's that supposed to mean?" he said. 


"It means sometimes you do things based on what you thought you should do, what they think you should do 
back there..." 


"Because | don't want your grandmother walking in on us?" he said. 


Now | sat up, my curls falling into my eyes. He was so difficult, so angry, he had an answer for everything. | 


could never simply be right around him, but | was right. | knew | was right about this. 
"Listen, they won't come up here, they won't bug us..but sometimes you're so repressed...” 
Im repressed?" he said, moving away from me, bringing his knees up to his chest. 

"Yeah, you are. You stop, you pull away, you come up with excuses." 


"Fine," he said, coming toward me, straddling my legs and leaning in on his own and kissing me, but there wasn't 
any lust in his eyes, just aggression. It was fine with me. | didn't care what excuse he used to get there, as 


long as | could have him. 


Now he grabbed my wrists and held them tight to the bed, an echo of how | had lightly held his wrists against 
the wall. | felt my desire for him almost explode in my head and if my mother and grandmother weren't down 
stairs I'd take him right here, and he was right that they could come in at any moment. Sexual revolution or 
not, would my mother be okay with this? | tried not to worry too much about it as | moved and grinded my 


hips underneath him, as | tried to free my wrists so | could capture his. 


"Fuck," he said suddenly, jumping up and off me, straightening his clothes. | looked at him, his eyes now half 


shut, his cheeks hectic and red, his hair in disarray over his face. 


"What's with you?" | said, sitting up, leaning on one elbow, and then | heard the creak of the board outside my 


door. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
| changed it a bit from the story Slash told, maybe a lot, its fiction. 


It was just a false alarm, whoever it was walked by my room on their way to somewhere else, maybe the 
bathroom. | looked at Axl, standing up, smoothing the wrinkles out of his clothes, trying to look like he wasn't 
doing anything, certainly not straddling me and kissing me in my bedroom at my mother's house. Not that. For 
all of Axl's bravado and don't give a shit attitude, which he certainly had, he still had this way of trying to look 


not guilty, to get out of some trouble he foresaw. | blamed his puritanical upbringing. 
‘Its okay, they're not coming in here," | said, smiling. 


"Yeah, for now," he said, and he had a point. We couldn't mess around here, it was too risky. But maybe that 
was part of what | liked about it. 


"Now is all that matters," | said, feeling like some absurd character on the soap operas my grandmother liked 


to watch, sipping her tea, sitting on her favorite spot on the couch. 


"So come on," | said, tugging on his wrist to try and get him over to me, to fall on the bed with me again, to 
kiss every inch of him, to ravage him. He pulled back, yanking his wrist from my grasp and looking down at me 


with his most incredulous stare. 


"Slash, are you crazy?" 


"He can stay here, that's not a problem, Saul, but he..he can't sleep on the couch during the day like that," my 
mother said. We were in the kitchen and | was looking for food, the fridge open. | nibbled on some rolled up cold 
cuts. Axl was in the shower, but we still spoke in hushed tones. Despite Axl's sweet demeanor with my family, 


| think they knew to be careful around him. Women knew that shit. Intuition. 


"| know, | know, I'll talk to him..." | said, still not wanting to. | liked to not talk about things, | liked to let things go 


and work themselves out on their own, or not. 
"Good," she said. 


A while later Axl came into the kitchen, his red hair still damp and looking much darker than it was when it 
dried. He had shaved and looked younger, even younger than me. My breath almost caught when | saw him. His 
jeans, which were supposed to be tight, hung on him a little, and the torn T-shirt with the cut off sleeves 


made him look like a street urchin 


"Hi," he said to my mom, his voice quiet and almost respectful. He had told me about the hours he spent in 
church and singing in choirs and shit, and around my mother he was the perfect little choirboy. She had to 
know it wasn't true. She knew he was a basically penniless musician who was shacking up with me. She knew by 


my eyes the drugs and all the drinking | did, she must know he did it, too. 
"Hi, Axl," she said, giving me a meaningful look. | looked away from her. 
"Ready to go?" he said, and | nodded. 


God bless my mother. She let me use her car so we could get to rehearsal. | drove navigating the LA. streets 


I'd travelled almost all of my life. Axl's eyes flicked over the scenery. 


‘Listen, Axl, you can't sleep on the couch like that at my house, it's rude," | said, glancing over at him. His eyes 


narrowed, and | felt the bumps as the car went over and into potholes, the shocks worn to nothing. 


| could feel his anger, sudden and swift and filling the car. | swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. He reached for 
the door handle and almost succeeded in opening the door. | grabbed at him with one hand while trying to drive 
with the other. 


"What the fuck, Axl!" | said, wrenching the steering wheel to the side, pulling up on a curb and slamming the 
car into park. He didn't say anything to me, he just reached for the door handle again, and | pulled him away 
from it, wrapping both arms around his waist and pulling him across the bench seat so he was close to me. 
"Let me go, Slash," he said, his teeth gritted, and he writhed and twisted to get away from me. 

"No! What are you doing, quit it, Jesus!" It was hard struggling with him, and he punched me, a quick, sudden 


punch to my ribs, and | let him go. He glanced back at me before he yanked on the door handle and whipped 
the door open, and in an instant, he was gone. 


| drove around for a little while looking for him, but he was gone. Fuck. There was nothing to do but go to 
rehearsal. | drove there slowly, trying to put Axl out of my head. He was so hard to not upset. He was like a 
girl that way, and it pissed me off. And it was hard for me to understand, because very little upset me. 


| showed up at rehearsal, unpacking my gear, smoking a cigarette. 


"Where's Axl?" Izzy said, and | shrugged. Izzy half nodded at me and lit a cigarette of his own. 


Chapter four 


| looked for him in every alley, down every street, in every bar. He was nowhere. Nowhere for days. | went to 
my house at night, feeling edgy, wondering where he was. My mother and grandmother just seemed relieved 


that he wasn't monopolizing the couch anymore. 


In rehearsal we played the songs without him, and | concentrated on one note after the other, building the 
picture in my head. | tipped back the half pint of Jack Daniels between sessions, feeling the whiskey burn down 
my throat and explode in my stomach. | let a cigarette dangle between my lips as | played the guitar, the ash 
growing until it fell to the floor. 


| stood in the lines for the clubs out on the Sunset Strip, peering between the shoulders of strangers, hoping 
for a glimpse of his red hair and angry face. Nothing. There was no one, no one but strangers with their hair 
piled high in a hair-sprayed mess, girls teetering on stiletto heels. | blinked, drunk before | ever made it inside 


the clubs. | could feel myself crying out for him inside my skull..Axl.and | wondered when | became so pathetic. 


Another rehearsal, it was all we did. We rehearsed all day and played gigs during the week, and the audience 
didn't know what they were missing with Axl gone, but | did. Duff and Izzy took over singing duties when Axl 
was MIA, and they did okay. It was passable, but it was nowhere near the electric performance that Axl was 
capable of, screaming from the depths of his soul. But | played my notes one after the other whether Axl was 
here or not. My job on this planet was to play this guitar, and when all was said and done it was all | needed, 


beyond alcohol and heroin and women and Axl, it was all | needed. It was there when nothing else was or could 


be. 


We fiddled with amps and adjusted Steve's drum kit and tuned every instrument, all of us shoved into the 
small space we used for rehearsal when Axl came sauntering in like he'd never been gone at all. | stared at him 


from under my hair and behind my sunglasses. 


| wanted to go up to him and put my hands on his shoulders and demand to know where he had been, and then 
fall to my knees and take his hands and demand to know if he was still angry with me. | did nothing and soon | 
stopped looking at him and turned my attention back to my guitar. 


After a few hours Axl went outside for a cigarette, and | didn't want to follow him but | felt almost unable to 
not follow him. | set my guitar down and patted my pack of cigarettes in my pocket and headed out, hearing 
the click of my boots against the cement floor. 


Axl leaned up against the wall outside, his eyes on his cigarette as he lit it and inhaled. In the sun his hair was 
an unbelievable shade of red and | stared at it, seeing the play of colors, dark red and light red and orange. 


Fire. 


"Hey," | said, lighting my own cigarette, and he glanced at me, and in the sun | saw the reddish gold of his 
eyelashes. He was so fucking beautiful | couldn't stand it. It didn't seem to matter that he was a guy, his 
beauty went beyond gender to just exist like a fucking Michelangelo statue. 


"Hey," he said, and he sounded mad and hurt. | blinked at him. Was he still upset because of the stupid couch? 
He never let anything go. 


